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Therefore to us feems it a needful courfe,
Before we enter his forbidden gates,
To know his pleafure; and, in that behalf,
Bold of your worthinefs, we fingle you
As our beft moving fair {olicitor.
Tell him, the daughter of the king of France,
On ferious bufinefs, craving quick defpatch,
Importunes perfonal conference with his grace,
Hafte, fignify fo much ; while we attend,
Like humblevifag’d {uitors, his high will.
Boyer. Proud of employment, willingly I go. [ Exiz,
Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours 1s {0 :
Who are the votaries, my loving lords,
That are vowfellows with this virtuous -k—ing?
Lord. Longaville is one.
Prin. Know you the man ?
Lord. 1 knew him, madam, at a marriage-feaft,
Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir .
Of Fagues Faulconbridge folemmnized.
Mar. In Normandy faw 1 this Longaville ,
A man of {overeign parts he is'efteem’d ;
Well fitted in the atts, glorious in arms ;
Nothing becomes him ill that he ‘would well.
The only foil of his fair virtue’s glofs,
(If virtue’s glofs will fain with any oil)
Is a tharp wit match’d with ‘too blurit a will;
Whofe edge hath power to cut, whofe 'will fill wills
It thould {pare none that ‘come within his power.
Prin. Some merry-mocking lord, belikes isit o ?
Mar. They fay fo moft, that toft his humours ‘know.
Prin. Such fhortliv’d wits ‘do wither as they grow.
Who are the reft?
Cath. The youhg Dumiin, a ‘wellaccomplifh’d youth,
Of all, that virtue love, for wvirtue lovid.
Moft powerful to do harm, ledft knowing ill ;
For he hath wit to make an il {hape good,
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